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Foreword

David Burns was born in Liverpool in 1931. At grammar school he showed an aptitude for science and mathematics and for a time studied chemistry at Liverpool University, but changed careers to become a mathematician at English Electric in the mid-1950s. 

David loved the Blues, but in 1950s Britain it was hard to get records from artists such as Big Bill Broonzy, Bessie Smith, Leadbelly and Blind Lemon Jefferson, so he ordered records directly from the US and months later collected them at Liverpool docks.

At English Electric he became a Computer Programmer at the start of the 1960s, and when ICL was formed by English Electric in 1968 he led the development of the software systems for early generations of computers. 

In 1953 he married Lucy Wright. Lucy sadly passed away in 2003, just a few years in to his retirement and shortly before they celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary, and many of the poems that he wrote during his retirement celebrate their life and love, and their family, as well as his dry Liverpudlian humour.

This collection of David’s poems is dedicated to the memory of David and Lucy, by their children, grandchildren and great grandchildren.

Alan David Burns

			

The Artist
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The oil painting on the cover was created in 1965 by David, who is seen here in 1971 relaxing with a whisky in his hand.
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Life and Love

Promise

Friends may come and friends may go

But you will stay for ever

You’ve wormed your way into my heart

And you must leave me never

There’s no return to former times

A time before we met

The change is irreversible

The future now is set

Together we will spend our lives

In sickness and in health

In years of rampant poverty

And one day in great wealth

There’s nothing more to say my love

But promise to be true

And happiness will be our lot

While all the years ensue

(April 2004)

			


Fate

Our meeting was pure accident, 

though some might call it fate

We came face to face quite suddenly, 

and I asked her for a date

No hesitation in my mind, 

I knew she was the one

That I would spend my life with 

for all those years to come

Her beauty struck me instantly, 

her overall tied so tight

About the tiniest waistline 

that had ever caught my sight

Let’s not pretend it was first sight love, 

I barely knew what that meant

I just knew there was no choice for me; 

My fate was Heaven sent

She did take some persuading, 

and who could blame her for that

I was a penniless student, 

and I wore a wide-brimmed hat

Of course we raised a family, 

and that was destiny too

Brought up with love and tenderness, 

except when I threw the shoe

The rest as they say is history; 

Our story’s been well told

After fifty years of happiness, alone 

I’m growing old

But God has blessed me with this gift, 

of writing down some verse

Without it, mourning for her loss, 

would have been so much worse

(September 2003)

			


Waiting

I stood by the bus-stop

Then I walked to the cinema

And I counted the buses

As they came by without her

She said she would meet me

Like others before her

Who’d broken their promise

Or forgotten our tryst

But she was so special

I’d have waited for ever

So I walked up and down

To the bus stop and back

Where would we be now

If I’d been more impatient

Our grandchildren born

To disparate parents

A lifetime of happiness

Would have been different

For better or worse

That we’ll never know

I waited and waited and

The next bus brought her

My dreams had just started

And went on to come true

(October 2003)

			


Moonlight

We’d been there before and we’d go there again

But this time was special;  we’ll never forget

We drove down the mountain through Blaenau Ffestiniog

Past the ancient slate mines and down to the sea

Past Harlech great castle we passed on our left

And we turned up the causeway to our own magic isle

We set up our campsite along with the others

The cousins and uncles and aunties and friends

The evening drew close as we finished our meal

And the fireflies were sparkling in every wild bush

As we hunted for driftwood to set up our bonfire

The children were sliding down mountainous dunes

In a lovely red sled imported from Sweden

They trudged up those dunes and slid down in turns

We lit up the bonfire and opened some bottles

The flames reached the sky when without any warning

The full moon rose over Shell Island’s horizon

A magical moment so full of romance

We scrambled up dunes and slid down to the beach

So full of excitement we could barely contain

We ran to the water and joined hands to swim out

But we all lacked the courage to take off our clothes

I said that this moment was uniquely special

But in fact we experienced it several times more

In time we moved on to new destinations

But none has compared with that wonderful place

Our children returned there to renew their memories

I’m delighted to hear that the magic’s still there

(September 2003)

			


Old Gold

New gold shining on the young bride’s finger

Freshly refined from the African mine

Brings promise of a life together

Of love and happiness divine

But joy brings problems in its wake

And solving them is part of the game

Of staying together through thick and thin

And growing closer just the same

Golden earrings, golden chains

Bought as tokens when money came

Serve as reminders of strengthening bonds

And worn as symbols in love’s name

Holidays on golden sands

Shared with children with golden hair

Playing out in golden sunlight

Reflected on the waves out there

Retirement comes a bit too soon

The gold watch gift a minor boon

Silver hair shining through the gold

But love shines brighter than the moon

Old Gold is coming very near

The fifty years of wedded bliss

To celebrate our endless love

And seal it with an aged kiss

(August 2003)

			


Golden Wedding Day

If I had been writing poems

For as long as we were wed

At the present rate of one per day

Two million words would be said

Still not enough to express my joy

For all the fifty years we shared

My love goes on, although you’re gone

Remembering how you always cared

You gave a purpose to my life

Where none had been before

You inspired me and moulded me

Made me become much more

We knew not where we headed

Fifty years ago today

No spirit of adventure yet

Just the thrill of our wedding day

Today’s our anniversary

I must celebrate alone

But your spirit guides me ever on

In facing the unknown

(24 October 2003)
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